


tie al - 
. a an ele iy . 
Pe, ane 








OR YOUTH’S GAZETTE. 





“THE ROSE IS FAIREST WHEN ‘TIS 


> —_ 


jUDDIN G NEw.’’ Scott. 








a = 


Vol. I. CHARLESTON, §. C. 


—-— .—--- = - ~+- 


SATURDAY, MAY 25, 1883. 


——_-_»— -— ~ 2+ ee 





No. 39. 





PRINTED BY J. 8. BURGES, 
Vo. 44 Queen-street, 
FOR THE EDITOR, 


MRS. C. GILMAN. 


Terms—One Dollar per annum.-— 
Payable in advance. 
SSS eg ee 


{ We welcome to our pages our un- 
known Columbia correspondent, and 
shall be glad to be favoured again 
from the ¢af~e pen.) 


MAY-DAY IN COLUMBIA, S. . 

A visit fromthe ‘Rose-Bud,’ 
has frequently afforded me 
much gratification. In re- 
turn, may I not “perchance 
animate it by a simple offer- 
ing? Perhaps the description 
of a May-day, recently cele- 
brated by a number of young 
persons, (attached to a school 
in this place) may not prove 
unacceptable to the Rose-bud, 
between whom and the ‘‘mer- 
ry month of May” there has 
ever seemed to exist so much 
association, and congeniality: 
for all those, who hold a Rose- 
bud in good odour, will surely 
ever love its most genial 
month of all the year. ‘This 
celebration of the first of May, 
by electing a Queen of it, is 


one of the oldest pastimes not | 


‘enjoyment, it gives tiem all, 





become obsolete. {t seems 
left as a sweet ht of an 
age of more simplicil, a con- 
necting link, a wreah of Ro- 
ses, tc unite the gooi,old past 
tothe present; and | love it, 
not on this account done, but 
that J think it a petty and 


innocent recreation fr youn 
persons; ft animaces thea: all 


in contributing to onécommon 


rich and poor, large ard small, 
one common and equal inter- 
est; in short, I think t makes 
young hearts love eaca other, 
and whatever tends tcthe ful- 
filling of the law of lovg, I 
would not see subvered, but 
would ever encourageand ad- 
vance. But now, mf young 
Friends, to the occasim. The 
young Persons of thisSchool, | 
you may be very certdn, wera, 
up betimes and a-dowg on the 
rosy morn of the beauiful first 
of May. By 50’clodk in the 
afternoon (the hour appointed) 
every thing was in radiness 
for the ceremony of the coro- 
nation of their Quetn,—but 





I must not here say to much | 
of her, for she often takes a | 


peep into the ‘Rose-bud’—and 
her modesty might be put to 


the blush to view herself 


even in one of its sweet leaves. 
Let it suffice,that she was the 
Queen of their united choice. 
At 5 o’clock the company as- 
sembled; those scholars, who 
did not take part in the cere- 
mony of the earonation, were 
seated in quietness and mo- 
desty around the room; by 
their happy, innocent faces, 
as much ornamenting its lower 
walls, as didthe gay festoons 
of flowers the higher; and ma- 
ny were the eulogiums of the 
admiring spectators on the 
great taste and ingenuity dis- 
played in the decorations; for, 
here were no tinselled and 
gaudy ornaments, wrought by 
the toil and labour of men’s 
hands, but allin nature’s own 
sweet garb arrayed, and every 
ornament her own fiandy work; 
all, indeed, as the French 
would say, was here the ‘‘cou- 
leur de rose.”” The Throne 
was most beautiful. It might 
have passed,in the days of old 
romance, for the favourite re- 
cess of some fair and fabled 
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Goddess,where she could have 
literally reposed on a bed of 
roses, and not a “leaf seem 
doubled.’? Overarched it was, 
by the rich honeysuckle, the 
clustering multiflora, and our 
own beautiful wild Ivy, form- 
ing really a wilderness of 
sweets shedding their perfume 
to welcome their May Queen 
to her shady Bower, her lealy 
Throne of fragrance and of 
beauty. ‘The Music Teacher 
now struck up on the Piano 
the national air of Hail Col- 
umbia, which was to be the 
signal for the entrance of the 
Queen. She (herself the 
month of May) attended by 
eleven of her young com- 
panions, representing the 
other months of the year, then 
approached’ in procession, 
preceded by two pretty little 
girls of equal size, bearing 
the May-pole, tastefully orna- 
mented with flowers of the 


richest and deepest dye. Four 
of the smallest girls, as maids 
of honor, were seated in pairs, 
on each side of the throne; so 
tiny, 80 beautiful, and so be- 
decked with flowers, as actu- 
ally to appear more like little 
fays than things of real cor- 
poreal existence. ‘The Queen 
was then conducted to the 
throne, and the Crown of Ro- 
ses placed on her brow bya 
young Lady, who medestly 
and unatlectedly addressed 
her in the following original 
lines: — 

With joy we hail the happy day, 
That ushers in our lovely May, 

And every heart will gladly sing - 

A welcome to the Queen of Spring! 
The flowers enamel all the plain, 
To greet thy glad return again, 

And songsters of the smiling grove, 
Tune sweet to thee their nutes of love; 
And while they twitter from each 


spray, 
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They varble forth thé charms of May. 

Again, with joyous hearts, we sing 

A welome to the Queen of Spring, 

For on his sweet and happy day, 

We hate to crown our **Queen of 
May.’ s 

And her's # wrgath of lovely flow- 
ers, 

As ever centgd Eastern Bowers. 

Here fin, thé b/ushing Rose is seen, 

The Quen 5f flowers to crown our 
Quea— 

And net, the lovely, pure white 
Rose, 

Its swee and balmy fragance throws 

O'er udest lilies, tulips gay, 

And Hartsease lovelier still 
they. 

Here’s sented Violet, fragrant thyme, 

And herfs the pretty Columbine; 

And Pins, and Blue-bells fresh and 
gay, 

To deck ‘hy crown, eur Queen of 
May! 

While rand the May-pole, see, en- 
twine 

The Multflora and Woodbine, 

And fuipst buds and flowers are 
strown 

Along thepathway to a throne! 

The throle is soft where she reposes, 

For oh, ifis a bed of roses, 


That ros crown is soft and light, 
Aud our6’ Ue luvetios ww uke 5 win, 


Than crown of gold, which heavy 
bears 

Its weigh, upon the brow that wears. 

But crown like that, shall never be, 

From he#tslike ours, a gift to thee; 

For dew; flow’ rets fresh and fair, 

Shall deck thy loosely flowing hair, 

And Ros} tribute we will pay, 

To thee, our beauteous Queen of 

May! 

The Queen then arose, and 
with mich“dignity and sweet- 
ness, dilivered the following 
address 

“We are assembled, my 
youthful friends, to welcome 
in the lweliest of all seasons—- 
the brignt and beautiful spring. 
Our heats would rise in ado- 
ration t) that beneficent Be- 
ing, wip withholds no good 
thing fom us. This sweet 
May-day, these fruits and flow- 


than 





ers, with health and spirits to 


’ 
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enjoy them, does our Creator 
give us—-all is from Him, 
“every good and every per- 
fect gilt.”’” Let us then, ren- 
der Histo, in return, that offer- 
ing, Which, though small, He 
willever deign to accept, our 
fervent praise and thanksgiv- 
ing for all His mercies and all 
His goodness. It has been 
long a custom among young 
girls, to keep this holyday on 
the first of May, and to select 
one among them to be called 
Queen. This title, for the 
day, you have conferred on 
me, and I accept it as a testi- 
monial of affection, from those 
whom I much love. My ti- 
the arrogates to me no supe- 
riority over the Jeast of you. 
We are met here but for the 
relaxation of a little holiday, 
united as we have been for 
some months past in the same 
pursuits and occupations; let 
this be an oceasion of uniting 
our hearts m one, common 
feeling of friendshfp and af- 
fection; let it increase our 
love for each other, and grati- 
tude to the Supreme Being, 
and our meeting together to 
celebrate This first of May, 
shall not have been in vain. 

The circle around the throne 
then each, in turn, in some ap- 
propriate verses, addressed 
the Queen.” 

The first piece was the fol- 
towing (withthe chorus com- 
posed for the occasion. ) 


Ch. Welcome, welcome, first of May, 
Welcome, happy holiday. 

1 All our hearts are glad to see 
Thee, in smiling garb appear, 
And we gladly welcome thee 
Sweetest month in all the year. 


Ch. Welcome, welcome, &c. 

2 Weare here with flow’ rets fair, 
They are shedding fragrance sweet, 
Beauteous as thyself they are, 
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They would now thy coming greet. 
Ch. Welcome, welcome, &c. 
3 More than buds and flowers are 

here, 

Lovelier far sha|! soon be seen, 

Who to welcome thee appear, 

Fairest, sweetest, May-day Queen! 

Several pretty selected pie- 
ces were recited, all in unison 
with time and circumstance. 
After refeshirents had been 
handed round, the company, 
(consisting chiefly of the 
friends and relations of the 
young ladies) dispersed, ap- 
parently much gratified at wit- 
nessing the innocent hilarity 
and enjoyment of so many 
young and happy beings. The 
young people, forming them- 
selves into a company, (uni- 
formed in flowers) took a short 
walk before the time of light- 
ing candles, when a large par- 
ty of more youthful guests 
were invited to partake with 
them of avery handsome en- 
tertainment, of which I must 
not forget to mention, as pre- 
eminently attractive, to most 
of the young eyes, a large 
iced steeple cake, topped with 
an elegant boquet of flowers. 
The young persons amused 
themselvés in various pretty 
and innocent ways. They 
were complimented by seve- 
ral fine airs fromthe Band. At 
9 o’elock, or a little alter,they 
all proceeded to their several 
hames, highly delighted with 
the day’s enjoyment,and most 
of them determining: to re- 
new their diligence and appli- 
cation, as an encouragement 
to their Instructors, for allow- 
ing them so sweet a holyday. 

And now, I would apologise 
to the Rose-bud, for perhaps 
an unwarrantable encroach- 
ment on its limits—yet sure- 
ly, it is but in the ie of na- 
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lure, that the ‘first of May” 


should ever add a leaf to the 
‘*Rose-bud!’’ 
Columbia, May 5. 


FOR MY 
Voungest Readers. 








Are any of my little 
friends learning to make a 
shirt? Can they hem, and 
sew overa seam, and stitch, 
and gather, and make a 
button-holer* Can they 
stroke the gathers, and 
make them stand as even 
as a line of soldiers? 

I love to see little chil- 
dren sew. ‘Take great 
care of your needle and 
do not throw it down, or 
it may run into some one’s 
foot. 


Once there was a little 
girl, who dropt her needle 


on the floor. Her broth- 


‘er was a baby creeping a- 


bout, and the needle run 
into his little white foot, 
and hurt the baby very 
much. 





*We cannot find the word fell or 
phell in our Dictionary. —Ep. 














rans the Youth’ s Lit. Gaz. 
THE PHILOSOPHER OUTDONE. 


A learned philosopher being 
very busy in his study, a little 
girl came to ask him for some 
tire. ‘But,”’ says the Doctor, 
‘“‘you have nothing to take it 
in;” and as he was going to 
fetch something for that pur- 
pose, the little girl stooped 
down at the fite-place, and 
taking some cold ashes in one 














hand, she put live embers on 
them with the other. 

The astonished doctor threw 
down his books, saying, ‘with 
all my learning I should nev- 
er have foundout that expe- 
dient.” 
BF 

CHARLESTON: 


SATURDAY, MAY 25, 1833. 








Erratum.—In the eleventh verse 
of the Ballad, No. 38, read, for wea- 
ry train, 

And see, his wary train. 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
Several interesting communications 
unavoidably delayed. 





Can any of our Country readers 
inform us, if **the Squirrel, when ob- 
liged to cross a stream of water, use# 
the bark ofa tree or some light sub- 
stance for a boat, while its tail sup- 
plies the place of a rudder?’’ 





Deaths in Charleston from 
the 12th to the 19th May. 

Whites 2. Blacks and Co- 
lored 7 — Total 9. 

Three under | year of age; 
two between 5 and 10; one 
between 20 and 30; two be- 
tween 30 and 40; and one 50 
years of age. 





ANSWER TO CONUNDRUMS, 
In No, 38. 
1. In February, because it 


is the shortest. 
2. A courtesy, and bow. 


CONUNDRUMS. 


1. Make IX less, by adding 
to it. 

2. What letter in the al- 
phabet is most useful to a deaf 
woman? 
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FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
THE HOUR OF DEATH. 


A king lay stretch’d beneath the hand, the heavy hand of 
death, 

Dark fears were crowding on his brow, and panting was 
his breath; 

His deep groans told of wasted years, and pomp’s gay 
fleeting hour,— 

Vain—vain,—the crown, the robe, the sword, they speak 


but dying power. 


His dim eye seeks for comfort, from pale sorrow’s sooth- 
ing face, 

One burst of heart-felt pity were worth earth’s fettered 
race, 

Ah! it seeks in vain the treasure ;—’tis no where neath 
the sky;— 

Ile heaves one sob of agony:—and thus earth’s mighty— 
die. 

~— marble hue was settling on the shrunken form 
of age, 

The thin lips shook convulsively, as thought read mem- 
ory’s page; 

For the stream of truth had perish’d, ‘midst falsehood’s 
treacherous sands, 

And honour lay expiring, ’neath avarice’ grasping hands. 


With a sick and aching bosom, he sinks o’erpress’d 


with care, 
For not one talent hath he gained, though silvery 1s his 


hair, 

He grasps with eager earnestness, the brief, pure days 
of youth, 

They fade, grow dim, and vanish, in the faultless glass 
of truth. 


The maiden’s breath was fleeting, as the morning’s tran- 
sient dew, 

And her cheek was pale as snow-drop, just ting’d with 
evening’s hue; 

Yet keenest pain or anguish, could not change her dove- 
like tone, 

And countless nights of weariness, ne’er caus’d a sigh 
hor moan. 


HIer angel smile spoke gratitude, for tear-clad looks of 
love, 

And her mother’s prayer, and sister’s kiss, seem’d bles- 
sings from above; 

For a peace, calm, pure, and heavenly, had settled o’er 
her soul, 

And the bliss of earth had mingled with that God, who 
gave the whole. 


Then court not glory’s splendour, for ah! too soon *twill 
die; ; 

Put not thy trust in riches, that soon take wings and fly; 

But seek that better portion, for all those laid up in store, 

Who spurning Earth’s frail pleasures, press on to heav- 
en’s bright shore. A FRIEND. 





OBITUARY. 

Diev—on the 16thinst. Susan Donna, infant 
daughter of William D. and Ellinor Gourdin, aged six 
weeks. 

There is « place where sinless spirits rest 
Where al] is peace and love and joy; 

It is the home of Angels bright and blest, 
A world which Time can ne’er destroy— 

There happy Saints forever sing His praise, 
Who to redeem has bled and died!— 

And Cherubs too, their holy anthems raise,’ 
To Him, the Saviour crucified!— 


Mourn noi, fond mother! o’er thy baby’s tomb 
There dust and ashes mould’ring lie; 

The spotless soul has never known its gloom, 
But pass’d to realms beyond the sky— 


Follow its flight, and at the portal see, 

The Shepherd waiting for his guest!— 
Behold his radiant smile—his ecstasy 

When thy Lamb enters ’midst the blest!— 


Forget the grave, and view thy lov’d—-thine own! 
Pluming her little wing to soar 
Far from this earth—glad, now her work is done, 
To dwell with God forever more! M. 
—_———— 


ITEMS FOR YOUTH. 


In a Sunday School in the interior of Penn- 


sylvania, one of the teachers is an old gen- 
tleman of seventy, who walks nearly three 


miles to the school. | His grandchildren are 
among the scholars. 


Black Hawk.—This Indian chief, who is 
now a prisoner of war in Norfolk, is accom- 
panied by his son, his brother the prophet, 
and three young chiefs. Unlike most of his 
tribe, Black Hawk has never indulged in ar- 
dent spirits. His son is described as a perfect 
Apollo. 


Boston Asylum for Indigent Boys.—There 
are now fifty five inmates of this institution, 
who are taught some useful trade or occu- 
pation. 


At the Boston Fair in behalf of the School 
for the Blind, a gentleman inclosed three hun- 
dred dollars to one of the ladies, requesting 
her to invest the amount in a pen-wiper. 


Dicky Bluffs.—The police officers of Bos- 
ton have lately been enforcing the law against 
the indecent practice of smoking in the streets. 
Some of the offenders, being unable to pay 
the fine, were committed to jail. 

















